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Ilehaunt thee like a wicked confcieiiceftin. 

That mouldcih goblins Iwift as fiienzes thought?, 
Strilcearfrec imrch, to Troy with comfort goe ^ 

Jd-jpe of rcueng flaali hide our inward woe. 

€fjter7and.trut. 

But here you, here you, 

Tru,-. Hence broker, lacky,ignomyny,nTame, ^ 

Purfuc thy life, and hue aye with th^ name. ^ if' i 
^JceH'at 4UbHtPtind*rii6, 

Pan, A goodly medicine for tny aking bones Oh world, 
world — thus is the poore agent defpif’d , Oh traitors and 
bawds Jiow earnclfly are you feta worke, and how ill re- 
quited , why fhould our endcuour bee fo lou’d and the pet- 
forcnaucc fo loathed, what verfe for it.^’What iiiflance for it? 
let me fee, ' 

Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing. 

Till he hath loll his hony and his fting. 

And being once fubdude in armed taile. 

Sweet hony, and fweet notes together faile. 

Good traiaert in the fielli, fet this in yourpaihted cloathcs, 
As many as be here of Pmdars hall. 

Your eyes halfe out weepe out at Vandars fall. 

Or ifyou cannot weepe yet giue fome groncs, 

Though not for me yet for my aking bones; 

Brethren and fifters of the hold-ore trade. 

Some two monthes hence my will ftiall here be made, 

It Ihould be noWibut that my fcareis this. 

Some gaulcdgoofc of Winchefter would hille. 

Till then ile fwcat and fcckc about for cafes, 4 ^ • ; 

Andatthawiincbequeathyoumydifeafes. ^ r ‘ 





